

m&SmfmBSEEk 


m i 


mm 




MJii 


150 


for you in my refpcdt arc nil the world. 

Then how can it be faid I am alone, 

When all the world is hecre to looke on me ? 

T>em. He run from thee,and hide me in the brakes, 
And leaue thee to the mercy ofwilde beafts. 

Hel. The wildcft hath not luch a heart as you; 
Runne when you will,the ftory (hall be chang’d : 

Apollo flics, and Daphne holds the chafe; 

The Doucpurfucs the Griffin, the milde Hinde 
Makes fpced to catch the Tyger. Bootleflc fpcede, 
When cowardifcpurfues,and valour flies. 

Dcmet. I will not flay thy queftions, let me go; 

Or if thou follow me, doe not bcleeue. 

But I fhall doe thee mifehiefe in the wood. 

Hel. I,in the Temple, in the Towne,and Field 
You doe me mifchielc. Fye Demetrius, 

Your wrongs doc fet a fcandall on my fexc : 

We cannot fight tor loue, as men may doe; 

We fhould be woo’d, and were not made to wooe. 

I follow thee, and make a heauen of hell, 

To die vpon the hand I loue fo well. Exit. 

Oh. Fare thee well Nymph,cre he do leauc this groue, 
Thou {halt flie him, and he fhall feeke thy louc. 

Haft thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer. 

Enter Pucke. 

Puck* T there it is. 

Oh. I pray thee giucitmc. 

I know a banke where the wilde time blovves. 

Where Oxflips and the nodding Violet growes. 

Quite oucr-cannopcd with lufeious woodbine. 

With fweet muske rofes, and with Eglantine; 

There flcepcs 7jtatf/*,fometimc of the night, 

Lul’d in thefe flowers, with dances and delight: 

And there the fnake throwes her cnammel’d skinne. 
Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in. 

And with the iuyee of this lie flreake her eyes , 

And make her full of hatefull fatuafies. 

Take tbou fomeof it, and feek through this grouc; 

A fweet ^Athenian Lady is in louc 

With a difdaineftill youth : annoint his eyes. 

But doc it when the next thing he efpics. 

May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the man, 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effedt it with fome care,that he may proue 
More fond on her,then (lie vpon her louc; 

And looke thou meet me ere the firft Cocke crow. 

Pti. Fearc not my Lord,your feruant fhall do fo. Exit . 

Enter Queene of Fa tries , with her tratne , 

Quite*, Come, now a Roundel!,and a Fairy fong; 
Then for the third part of a minute hence, 

Some to kill Cankers in the muske rofe buds. 

Some warre with Reremife, for their leathern wings. 

To make my froall Elues coates,and fome keepc backe 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint fpirits: Sing me now afleepe. 

Then to your offices, and let me reft. 

Fairies Sing. 

Ton fpottcdSnakes with double tongue. 

Thorny Hedgcbogges he not feene , 

Newts and blind* wormes do no wrong , 

Co me not neere our Fairy Queene. 

Phtlomele with melodic, s 
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Sing inyour fweet Lullaby. 

Never harme,norfpeH.norcharme, 

Come ottr lovely Lady nre. 

So good night with Lullaby. 

2 . Fairy. tVranine Spiders come not httr t 
Hence yon long leg’a Spinners,hence: 

Beetles blaclge approach not neere ; 

Wor me nor Snayle doe no offence. 

Phtlomele with melody , &c. 

1 . Fairy. Hence away, now all is well • 

One aloofe,Jland Centinell. $h,eefit^ 

Enter Oberon. 

Ober. What thou feeft when thou doft wake. 
Doe it for thy true Loue take: 

Louc and languifli for his fake. 

Be it Ounce, or Caere, or Bcare, 

Pard, or Boarc with briftled hairc. 

In thy eye that (hall appeare, 

When thou wak’ft,it is thy dear*. 

Wake when fome vile thing is neere. 

Enter Lifander and Hermia. 

Lif. Faire loue,you faint with wandring in ^ wooifc 
And to (peake troth I haue forgot our way: 

Wcc’ll reft vs Hermia, ifyou thinkc it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Beit fo Lyfander; findc you out abed. 

For I vpon this banke will reft my bead. 

Lyf. One turfe (hall ferue as pillow for vs both, 
One heart,one bed, two bofomes,and one troth. 

Her . Nay good Lyfander, for my fake my deerc 
Lie further off yet, doe not lie fo neere. 

Lyf. O take the fence fwcet,of my innocence, 
Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference, 

I meanc that my heart vnto yours is knit. 

So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Twobofomcs interchanged with an oath, 

So then two bofomes, and a (ingle troth. 

Then by your fide, no bed-roome me deny, 

For lying fo, Hermia,! doc not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily; 

Now muchbefhrewmy manners and mypridej 
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander lied. 

But gentle friend, for loue and courtcfie 
Lie further off, in humane modefty. 

Such reparation, as may well be faid , 

Becomes a vertuous bacchelour, and a maide. 

So farre be diftant,and good night fweet friend; 

Thy loue nerc alter,till thy fweet life end. 

Lyf. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, fay I, 

And then end life, when I end loyalty : 

Hcere is my bed,fleepe giue thee all his reft. 

Her. With halfe that wi(h,the withers eyes bepreft 
Enter Pucke. They 

Pnckj Through the Forreft haue I gone. 

But Athenian findc I none , 

One whofe eyes I might approue 
This flowers force in ftirring loue. 

Night and (ilence: who is hcere ? 

Wcedes of Athens he doth wcarc : 

This is he (my mafter faid) 

Dcfpifed the Athenian maide: 

And heerc the maiden deeping found. 
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SoaUeWhen I am gone: 

Potlmuftn° wtoOW 

Snter Demetrius and Helena running . 

U l Stay, though thou kill me,fweete Dcmctriut. 
rf' I charge thee hence,and do not haunt roe thus. 
Hcl. O wiTt thou darkling leauc me? do not fo. 
n/stav oathyperill,l alone will goe. 

Vt ' 1 Exit Demetrius. 

u e l OI » m oUt of breath,in this fond chacc, 
Thfmoremy prayer,thcleffcr is my grace, 

Happy>* ^ W wherefoere (he lies; 


Por ffe hath bleflcd and attratfiue eyes. 

How came her eyes fo bright? Not with fait teares. 

Jffo my eyes arc ofener wafht then hers. 

No.no,1 am as vgly as a Reare ; 

For beafts that meece me,runne away for icarc. 

Therefore no maruailc,though Demetrius 
Doe as a monfter,flie my prefence thus. 

What wicked and diffemblingglaffe of mine. 

Made me compare with Hermias fphery eync ? 

But who is here ? Lyfander on the ground; 

Deadeor afleepe? Ifcenobloud,nowound, 

Lyfander, if you liue.good fir awake. 

Lyf And run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparcnt Helena,nature her fhewesart. 

That through thy bofome makes me fee thy heart. 

Where is Demetrius ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to peri fh on my fword ! 

Bel. Do not lay fo Lyfander fay not fo : 

What though he lpue your //cr»»<«?Lord,what though? 
Yet Hermia ftill loues you; then be content. 

Lyf. Content with Hermia ? No,I do repen t 
The tedious minutes 1 with her haue fpent. 

Not Hermia, but Helena now I louc; 

Who will not change a Raucn for a Doue ? 

The will of man is by his reafon fway’d : 

And reafon faies you arc the worthier Maide. 

Things growing are not ripe vntill their feafon j 
So I being yong,till now ripe not to reafon, 

And touching now the point of humane skill, 

Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will, 

And leades me to your eyes, where I orelooke 
Loues ftories,written in Loues neheft booke. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? 
When at your hands did I deferue this fcorne ? 

Ift not enough,ift not enough,yong man. 

That I did neuer,no nor neuer can, 

Deferue a fwcete looke from Demetrius eye, 

But you muft flout my inefficiency ? 

Good troth you do me wrongfgood-footh you do) 

In fuch difdainfull manner,me to wooe. 

But fare you well; perforce I m»ft confeffe, 

I thought you Lord of more true gentleneflc. 

Oh,that a Lady of one man refus’d, 

Should of auother therefor*Jje abus'd. Exit, 

Lyf. She fees not Hermia: Hermia fleepe thou there. 
And neuer maift|thou come Lyfander neere; 


For as a furfeit of the fweeteft things 
The deepeftloathing to theftomatke brings : 

Or as the herefies that men do leaue. 

Are hated mod of thofe that did deceiuc: 

So thou,my furfeit,and my herefie. 

Of all be hated; butthemoftofme; 

And all my powers addrefle your loue and might, 

To honour Helen ",and to be her Knight. Exit. 

Her. Helpe me Lyfander ,helpe me; do thy beft 
To plucke this crawling ferpent from my breft. 

Aye me,for pitty;what a dreamc was here ? 

Lyfander looke,how I do quake with fcare : 
Mc-thought a fcipcnc eate my heart away, 

And yet fat fmiling at his cruel! prey. 

Lyfander,what remoou’d ? Lyfander, Lord, 

What,ouc of hearing,gone? No found.no word ? 

Alackc where are you ?fpeakc and if youhea;es 
Sptake of all loues; I found almoft with fearc. 

No, then I well perceiue you are not nye. 

Either death or you lie findc immediately. Exit. 


Aclus Teitius. 


Enter the Clow ties. 

Bot. Arc wc all met ? 

Quin. Pat, pat, and here’s a maruailousconucnicnc 
place for our rehearfall. This greene plot iliall be our 
ilagCjthis hauthorne brake our tyring houfe,and we will 
do it in action,as vve will do it before the Duke. 

Bot' Peter quince ? 

Peter. What faift thou,bully Bottome ? 

Bot . There are things in this Comedy of Tiramtu and 
Thisbj y i hat will neuer pleafe. Y\i&yFir&mns muft draw a 
fword to kill himfclfe; which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How anlvverc you that ? 

Snout. Bcrlakcn,a parlous fcare. 

Star. Ibeieeue wemufticaue the killing out, when 
all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit, Ihaueadeuice to make all well. 
Write me aPrologue,and let the Prologue feeme to (ay, 
we will do no harme with our fwords, and that Pyramid 
is not kill’d indeede : and for the more better affurance, 
tell them,thatl Piramiu am not PiramueJouiBottome the 
Weauer* this will put them out of feare. 

Quin. Wclljwe will haue fuch a Prologuc,and it fhall 
be written in eight and fixer 

Bot. No,makc it two more,lec it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Snout a Will not the Ladies be afear’d of the Lyon ? 

Star. I fcare it, I promife you. 

Zter.Mafters,you ought to confiderwith your felue$,to 
bring in(God fhield vs)a Lyon among Ladies,i$ a moft 
dreaclfull thing. For there is not a more fearefull wilde 
foule then your Lyon liuing: and wee ought to looke 
to it# 

Snout. Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not 
a Lyon. 

Tot., Nay,you muft name his name,and halife his face 
muft be feene through the Lyons peckc* and he himfelfc 
muft fpcake through,faying thus, or to the fame dcfc£V; 
Ladies, or faire Ladies, I would wife you, or I would 

requeft 
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